I know a woman in Moscow who says that the source is also in the
water. She will not eat fish. I don't argue, though I can't agree. These
are such minor things. I would not condemn anyone for enjoying a
partridge/ and she looked so wistful that Frossia knew Paulina
Pavlovna was imagining a nice plump partridge, red wine sauce, and
cranberry jelly, set before her.

'Tell me more,' she urged, genuinely interested.

'You are smiling, Frossia. I think you are laughing at me------'

'I never laugh at anyone.'

Paulina Pavlovna stared hard at Frossia as if she were a stranger in a
strangely furnished room.

'No, you never do,' suddenly she leaned forward, no longer a
devotee of the occult, but merely a simple, warm-hearted woman,
'Child, do you ever laugh at life?' she asked, and Frossia drew back
into a room, its walls dim and blue, the fire dancing in the open English
grate: they had so many 'kamini9 in that house near Kiev. She winced
and answered, 'Why, yes, sometimes. There is Nikolashka and his
incomparable Irina Nikolaevna whom none of us are likely to meet.
And the man in Roumiantzev Gardens with his tarnished Petrushka
show . . . Why, there are so many things.'

'There are,' said Paulina Pavlovna.
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